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: ral would not think ; aud many of which no one but ourfelves could think ; nothing 
indecorous, libidinous, or libellous, but much to the contrary :—In fhort, to quote 
the often quoted expreifion of Horace, it is intended to do good ina good matured 


Any man, who does not like ir, 





Way, DELECTANDO PARITERQUE MONENDO 
may pay for it and not read it; any man who is pleafed with it, has the liberty of 
purchafing from one toan hundred copies, for the benefit of himfelf and family, as 


well as for the benefit of the authors, printers, publifhers, and paper makers- 








BY RODERIC ROVER, ANnpD oTHERs. 








Mr. Rover, asks pardon of his kind hearted 
readers for having promised a more speedy ap- 
pearance of the 3d No. of the Thistle. Reckless 
of contingencies, and thoughtless of ill health, how 
often do we promise to ourselves more than we 


verform ! 
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SERMONE MODO TRISTI, SZPE JOCOSO. 


To be a little serious, now and then, 
Is well enough—but laugh whene’er you can, 








eee 
COUSIN SAM. 


MY Cousin Sam grows worse: and we car 
find no remedy forhim. A few days since, he 
slew with his own hand, his litile dog, not ten 
inches long ; buried it under the shade of his Po. 
tatoe Vine, and, on a broad shingle, which he 
used for a grave stone, wrote this serious 


EPITAPH. 
VIXENA fuit ! 


Verum triste 
Hoc lignum inornatum proclamat. 


Dum Canibus humanis, inhumanisque, Alex- 
andro, Cleopatra, Jengiscanoque, et olim fortas- 


se Bonaparto, marmor splendidum, versibus po- 
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etarum blandicarum condecoratum, haud invite 
erectum sit, T1ni, virtutibusque tuis, stat, stabit- 
que hoc lignum ; simplex, sed non minus cordis 
dolore statutum. 


VIXENA fuit! 


Vixena nomine duntaxat: non sic multe, 
heu maritorum inquies, mulieres jurgiose. 


VIXENA fuit! 


Veneris inter bella non morbum Gallicum, 
sedscabiem vulgo mangiem nuncupatam contrax- 
it: moestitie ireque magistri causa, causaque eo 
mortis hujusce canis se mper deflende. Monite 
lector, puella incastas vitilesqae vite ; sic mor- 
bos doloresque vitabis, et vitam jucunditatemque 
extendes. 

VIXENA fuit! 


Sed non improlis interiit : ei canicula duz 
fuerunt. Virgines annose intacta, celibes de- 
suctudine tabescentes, rubescite, sirubescere, die- 
bus hisce degeneratis, possitis. 


VIXENA futt ! 


/Eneex Hectoris, Hamleto Cimbri regalis, 
Macbetho Banquonis, manes apparuere: hdc pre- 
venire, Vixenz magister, animam ejus placidam 
réddere, pleno ore asserat, et per deos immortales 
jurat, hanc Canem, cui nomen Vixena, non ol 
culpam aliquam, sed per imfortuniam, periisse. 
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Pro hac causa, populi omnes boni, Maronis 
verbis dicamus, 


‘¢ Lachryme volvuntur inane ;” 
Tiomerique, 
Rover oio ** d’eteleieto boule ;”’ 
Shakesperique, 
‘¢ After life’s fretful fever she sleeps well.”’ 


The growth of the Potatoe Vine, and the loss 
of his little dog, have, between joy and grief, ad- 
ded fuel to the mad fire of CousinSam. We have 
stated his case to nineteen physicians, fifteen of 
whom prescribean emetic, and four prefer bleeding. 


Go to the Doctors in New-England, and, 
let the disorder be what it will, an emetic is pre- 
scribed ; in the Southern States, a cathartic is the 
grand restorative. What would a great part of 
our learned, or that more numerous class, our un- 
learned physicians, do without the prescription 
for an emetic ? 

We have ordered Sam to live high a month, 
to live low a month, to live temperately a month. 
He has done so, and remains the same. We have 
now concluded to send him to the salt water, and 
take a voyage to Norfolk. 


Calum non 4NImuUM mutant qui trans mare cur:unt: 


The sea may change the climate, but not the mind : 


but Horace is wrong ; for I had a: relation who 
had a mind to follow the seas, but changed that 
mind the first voyage, and has followed the plough | 
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ever since: and an excellent farmer he is, and 
understands how to make money ; for, last week 
he carried home from this market, twenty-five 
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dollars, for fate peas ; and he will enrich himself — 


more before, Christmas by his /ate peas, than Gen. 
lfeath ever did by his early ones. 

My Cousin Sam has sailed, and with a fair 
wind. He has promised to write to me every 
convenient opportunity : and should he perform 
his promise, the reader of the Thistle, perhaps 
will not regret it. 

What a distressing sight : a young man, of 
high promise, deprived of his reason. My sor. 
row however, shall not be confined to him; the 
world only can bound it: for half the world is 
without reason, and the other half worse, abusers 
of it. J , 

May he, and may we all, recover. 
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THE OSAGE INDIAN. 


Three years since, several of the Osage na- 
tion of Indians, were invited by that great and 
good man, who fingers the nation’s sceptre, to 
forsake ‘* the soft obscurity of retirement,’’ and 
spend weeks and months with the civilized whites. 
One of them, Mr. Kako-Kallo- Aletheia, instead 
of returning with his red brethren, has spent most 
of his time in New-England, acquiring a knowl. 
edge of the English language, and of the arts, 
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sciences, manners, and morals of the people ; 
that he might be able to ascertain ‘* whether any, 
andif any, what” benefits result from civilization. 
Some of his letters having fallen into my hands, I 
feel myself bound to exhibit, at least one of them, 
to the gratification of the readers of the Tutstir. 














Letter from Mr. Kano-Katio-Avetuets, fo 
his friend Acou-xu, up the Missouri. 


Boston, the 3d day of the 80,000th Moon. 


More than three years have acted like all 
their predecessors, like some of the apprentice 
boys, and some of the lovers of this place ; they 
have sun away ; since on the rural banks of the 
slowly flowing Missouri, we bade each other a- 
dieu, invoking the protection of the Great Spirit, 
that we might again meet. I write to you in an 
unknown language, but. the interpreter at your 
elbow can explain. 

I have been in all sorts of company. The 
people here, considering me as a savage, have 
made me a subject of amusement, while I have 
made them objects of my pity. | 


My dear friend, never be civilized. The ci- 
vilized people here have aspects of all kinds. 
Their countenances exhibit passions and feelings 
of which we know nothing. Strangers indeed, 
are they, to that uniformserenity of countenance 


that marks our whole nation. 
E2 | 
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We dress with a similarity of raiment, and 
with simplicity ; but here no two dress alike. 
forsaking nature, they are governed by caprice, 
to whom propriety and regularity are strangers. 
A sufficient exemplification of this, would be a 
partial recital of the fantastical variety of modes 
in which the women distort the native dignity of 
ihe summit of personal beauty,. the head. On 
one you behold:a kerchief wavering all above the 
ears, and tied in a. graceful knot behind: on a- 
nother you behold no covering, but the whole 
hair of the head tangled and frizzled to an im- 
mense extent, as if intended to afford lodgings for 
the accouchement of mice. On one you see a bon- 
net extending a foot forward of the head, so that 
the lady’s face can be seen only in front: on a- 
nother you see a bonnet that discloses one ‘half 
the face, and hides the other. On one is discov- 
ered a hat, the forepart of which is upturned in 
the figure of anew moon: on another is discov- 
ered no hat, and the Hair, not pendant behind 
like ours, but conspicuously bunched up to a 
height above the top of the head, and secured by. 
a multitude of cumbersome combs. 


I asked my landlord why this. vast variety 
of head dress existed.—They are all governed by 
Fashion, said he. I before thought there was but 
one Governor in each State, for: 1do not remem- 














berany caucuses or town meetings for the election: 


of Governor Fashion. 


[ enquired whether the long bunnets were 
intended, through modesty, to prevent the ladies 
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eyes from roving among the men, and to secure 
their own, from the glance of men. _ It is so or- 
dered by Fashion, said he. Then, said I, I would 
rather be that powerful. Commander, F ashion, 
than be the Chief of the nation. 


I hope, my friend Acow-eu, in the next treaty 
our nation shall make with the President, you will 
take care to have it stipulated, ‘that he shall nev- 
er send a Governor Fashion among us, nor suffer 
the introduction of the small pox. 


There are few things, my friend, in which 
they resemble the noble Indian of the Great Spi- 
rit’s make. Yet some there are. The ladies ex-~ 
pose not so much of the nudity of their charms 


as our women do, yet they expose much. The 
faceis bare, the arms are naked to the shoulder, 


and often more than half the bosom swells to the 
eye. 
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They dance also as well as ourselves ; but 
there is no meaning in their dances. We divide 
our war dances into five acts.... Preparation for 
war....-Attack....-Battle....-Return to our 
wives and our children. ...Celebration of victo- 
ry....These we accompany with music and with 
gestures; and these are acted with meaning and 
with feeling. But here it is fiddle and kickup 
and kickup and fiddle; and their music wants 


words, and their dancing our gravity. Though 


there is much bowing and scraping, and flounc- 
ing and flirting, they understand not dancing like 


us. 
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We are fond of ribbons and feathers, when 

we march to attack an enemy ; so are the warri- 
ors here. 


Since the French have been in our country, 
they have introduced cards, and we sometimes a- 
muse ourselves with playing for trinkets: but 
here long nights, my landlord says, are sometimes 
labored through, playing for dollars and estates. 


In few other things, thanks to the great spi- 
rit, does an Osage Indian resemble the civilized 
white. 


Hiere they lock their doors every night. 
Not so with us. There are hospitality, justice, 
generosity and morality, in abundance ; but the 
prevalence of the abundance of the contrary 
qualities, stares me in. the face wherever I go. 
Unknown to us are gallows or jail, pillory | or 
whipping post. Oh, my friend Acou- -eu, you 
know not how great a part of this country is em- 
ployed in overseeing and punishing the other part. 
They have a council over the whole seventeen 
tribes, a council over each tribe, and numberless 
councils and numberless officers besides. 


They have liquors here which are of won- 
derful and beastly operation. I have seen it 
first make ten talk all at onee, and laugh all at 
once... It first gives a sparkling to the eye and a 
distention tv the mouth. AJ] are as brethren. 
Anon, Anger and Folly stride in the midst of 
them. They continue the pe The bed or 
the floor énds them.—These scenes are repeated. 
— They die. 
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I have seen, my Acou-eu when the lightnings 
posted like our arrows, and crooked like the 
branches of a withered oak, over the heads of 
men who were laboring at the bottle, and when 
I myself was awfully rapt ; 1 have seen them.— 
But with us how different: when the great spi- 
rit rolls his vast thunders over our heads and the 
thick-clouded firmament blackens all the waters 
of the Missouri, what Indian stands not with con- 
scious reverence, and asks—W hat have I done to 
another Indian which I would not have another 
Indian do to me? 

Under a. simple elective monarchy we live, 
here a new king is chosen every four years.. The 
Jast time a king was chosen here, there was little 
opposition, but I have been informed that some- 
times the whole country is agitated ; the taylor 
forsaking his bench, the merchant his counter, 
and the blacksmith his sledge. I have seen the 
present king. He has not that manly openness 
and easy dignity which our Chief possesses : they 
resemble each other only in height. 

I was a few evenings since at what are called 
the Recitations of Mr. Fennell : 


‘* Man wants but little here below, 
‘* Nor wants thai little long,” 


are words [ well remember. The Indians are all 
philosophers ; there is scarcely one among the 
civilized. We pine not for splendid carriages 
nor sky-seeking habitations ; our equipage is a 
horse, our palace a wigwam. The evils of refine- 
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ment we have neither the knowledge nor the mise. 
ry of experiencing. Here, when men have rol- 
led dollars on dollars, piled tens of thousands 
on the back of tens of thousands, they have a 
hankering for more, which increases with the in- 
crease of possessions. Money is here the deity 
of adoration among the great mass. 


The country, from one end to the other, is 
overrun with debaucheries and intemperance, that 
are the principal supporters of an order of soci- 
ety called Doctors. ‘They have here diseases of 
which we are ignorant, and which nothing but 
civilization can introduce among us. 


Oh my friend Acou-eu, it is here a taylor 
makes aman. Itis not by feats in war, by glo- 
rious atchievements, by deeds of high perform- 
ance for the good of the country, that dress is 
regulated, as with us. 





I may write to you again before leaving this. 
Indulge no wish to come here ; cleave to simpli- 
city and happiness ; and fly from civilization. 


FAREWELL. 











With a hand ,trembling with fever, and a 
breast excruciatimg with pain, delay has been un- 
avoidable, and execution must be feeble. My 
brother JosepnH has kindly engaged to furnish 
the remainder of this number. 
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THE DAY OF NATIVITY. 
Wings of old time, your rapid progress stay. 
Have you already stol'n another year ? 

Our days, our lives, impatient post away, 
And snatch us from the cradle to the bier. 


Wings of old time, your rapid progress stay : 
Yet, why express a wish so vain as this ? 

For life’s chief business there is long delay : 
And hours of piety are days of bliss. 


Sick of the pleasures of the day that’s past, 
And grasping at the joys that yet may come : 
Thro’ mortal time shall still these vain hopes last, 
Quite from the swaddling garments to the tomb ? 


Yes, while earth’s bounds the prison’d soul confine, 
More than possession shall the wish delight : 
Except that wish supreme, that wish divine, 
For scenes beyond the ken of human sight. 


Iligh heav’n be prais’d I am not one of those, 
Their loftiest wishes on this globe who place ; 

Content as first of beasts their days to doze, 
Then sink, like other beasts, to endless sleep. 


If such is man, the toad, whose lengthen'd years 
Exceed man’s age, is happier far than I ; 

Life he enjoys, unmix’d with cares and fears, 
Begins and ends his race without a sigh, 


Reason’s a sting to poison life’s brief span, 
Virtue an ideot’s whim, if man be thus ; 

Wisdom’s first precept vice, if such be man, 

And the blest angel hope, his deepest curse: 
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Why these strong passions, and these high desires ; 
These godlike thoughts, these energies divine ? 

Why wishes gain’d, still lighting up new fires ?— 
-——The world his own, man still for more would pire. 


fs it some trifling cognizance t’ obtain, 
Earth's globular extent in part t’ explore; 

Of sun and stars the sight awhile to gain ; 
Awhileto see in part, then see no more ? 


Is it to not be ; then, by chance, to be, 
Life’s brittle hour in madness, care and pain ; 


To feel a Gop, a heav'n in hope to see ; 
To sigh a moment, then not be again. 


Oh God may never such a hideous tho’t, 

Blacker than thousand deaths, congeal my soul ; 
By crime and madness may I ne’er he bro’t 

To dream annihilation is my goal. 


Byt may I rather choose that better part, 
My soul with angel raptures to enflame ; 
To feel thou art, and a rewarder art, 
Of those who diligently seek thy name.— 


A many colored cloud along the blue 

Sailed fast ; isgone: thus thrice eleven years 
Fied like sleep’s visions, leaving as they flew, 

The mixt remembrance of their smiles and tears. 


How spends the oil apace life’s lamp that feeds ; 
How much remains, I have no wish te know ; 

To days of happier hue hope’s fondness leads, 
And who loves surety of approaching woe ? 
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~ While mem'ry, loit’ring o'er my boyish days, 


Retraces all the sports of beardless time, 
Dweils on the hours, when first in foolish lays, 
The rude idea found the ill-match’d rhyme. 


While mem'ry lingers o’er that awkward hour, 
When love, a new sensation, passing strange, 
Began to craze the warm brain with his power. 
And lead the novice eye thro’ beauty’s range. 


While mem’ry fastens to that sheltered spot, 
Of science and the muse, the gentle seat, 
Where dreams of fame romantic wishes wrought, 
And panting youth for giory’s Andes beat. 


While mem’ry o’er the feasts of Hymen dwells, 

Paints the fair canvas of dumestic bliss, 
Crouds witheach day returning joy her cells ; 

And whispers how the crimeless prattiers kiss, 
While mem’ry wanders o'er the long delight 

That book, or pen, or social converse yields, 
And shows how, oft, the soaring fancy’s flight 

Was wing'd beyond or time or stellar fields. 
While mem’ry thus is active, it is sweet, 

To see her op’ning wide her varied store, 
And mildly musing in her pensive seat, 

O’er pleasure’s past delighted still to pore. 


But, not if she the melancholy mind 

Lead to the time of stiff misfortune’s reign ; 
The day to cares perplexing still resigned, 

And still the night to wakeful hours of pain. 


Ah! on this bosom sorrows oft have prest— 
Hush mem’ry, nor on past afflictions dwell ; 
For thou couldst ever smite the conscious breast, 
And hear the sweet response of—all is well. 


Yet how speaks expectation? When I read 
The chronicle of changes that are o er, 

Does she not say the heart with grief shall bleed, 
Aud swell again with joy as heretofore ? 


Y es, in the pages of the past are found 
The contents of the pages that will come ; 
For folly with the child begins her round, 
And fizishes her circle in the tomb. 
- 
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We would be wise, and vainly too we boast 
That surely we are wiser than before : 
The teens in dreams of happiness are lost ; 

And aged children dream ’till life is o’er. 


If highest wisdom ever dwelt below, 
In pleasure’s idle walks she never trod ; 

Her worth, her c harms, those bosoms only know, 
Which virtue governs, and the love of God. 


There flows no pure bliss in this world of change, 
Fed by a fount within the Sun’s controul : 
Karth’s dim and stifled prison has no range 
For the wide stretch of an immortal soul. 


1 know the world enough, and all its wrongs, 
lis frettings, bubbles, cares and stinging joys ; 
To heaven-fixt eyelids gaiety belongs, 
Whose sweet and plenteous manna never cloys. 
Oh how I long (fond hope, no more abuse, ) 
Rural retirement’s sabbath yet to find : 
To give my soft hours to the pensive muse, 
‘* To closeness and the bett'ring of the mind, 


But when ? Ah narrow fortune checks me still 
Unskilled to gain, and more unskilled to keep, 
How little would my largest wishes fill. 
Care keeps the key that locks the rich man’s heap. 


How wishes hug th’ anticipated scene, 

And flatter me that hope will cease deceit ; 
Pretend no thorns nor tares shall intervene, 

That sorrow’s tour’s even now almost compleat. 


How they pursuade me that I yet shall find, 
And that my own, some rural little spot ; 
Where I shall leave vexation’s waves behind, 
And every flood of grief shall be forgot. 


Where ev'nto hope’s, and ev’n to fortune’s smile, 
This long adieu fruition’s lips shall sound, 
Others with folly’s pictures now beguile, 
For me at last a peaceful port is found. * 





* Inveni portam : spes et fortuna, valete ; 
Sat me lusistis, nunc ludite alios, 
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‘With fruit of antient and of modern lore, 
The mind that hungers ever more to feed, 
O'er wit’s and wisdom’s varied page to pore, 
And gather strengt of goodness as I read : 
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To gaze the gems in Milton's golden ore, 

Of the high Mantuan Swan the flight to scan, 
Mavonian wealth to heap and half adore, 

And race those rounds that nature’s Spakespear ran; 


The garden’s simple implements to use, 
As pleasure prompts me, or as health demands ; 
I’rom the fresh rose to brush the morning dews ; 
And watch the tulip, how. her leaf expands: 
Up reason’s path my growing young to lead, 
Of an inticing world to teach the gins, 
And tell, in. joy’s pursuit would they succeed, 
True wisdom with a trust ip heaven begins : 


Oft times the social literary hour, 
In wit and mirth and innocence to spend; 
The hastning moments, as they speed, devour, 
I know them well, with many a lettered friend. 


Such scenes to come does fancy’s fondness paint, 
When shall I taste the sweets of which I dream . 

When cease tourge my mite of strength so faint 
Against the current of misfortune’s stream. 


Oh could I loiter my subsiding davs ae 

In that sweet spot that held life’s laughing morn ; 
Leave to the crooked world its crooked ways, 

And yield my last breath where my first was drawn 


Rut whatsoe’er of change remains for me, 
May Providence my steps in virtue keeps 

Nustled beneath its wiez, On may I be, 
Waiting for death as for the hour of sleep. 








After this moralising melancholy ; for many 
a reader, with all his heart and body and soul 
and mind, (as Doctor Watts has it in the Cate- 














64 THE THISTLE. 


Brother Joe’s Lucubration. 











chism,) bent on the feathery scenes of insubstan- 
tial existence, will so term the serious tenor of a 
birth day’s reflections ; the reader may expect, 
(forgetting the better part of the motto of the 
Thistle, ** to be serious now and then’’) that 
something of pleasantry may be introduced to 
cause a smile——and, to cause an innocent smile is 
an act of generosity. In a world of clouded 
hope, of trembling wishes, to enjoy a smile is a 
stealth of felicity ; and as my brother Roderic is 
zrievously affected with the influenza, and is, | 
fear, alittle hyp’d as itis termed. (The hypo- 
condriasis, the influenza, the yellow fever, ** and 
other incidental pangs that flesh is heir to,”’ can’t 
be helped you kmow.)—As these things are so, 
{ would be humourous myself; but the obstruc- 
tion is ; I may, like the man who makes his mark 
for his name, and would be thought learned ; like 
the man who will talk three hours most vehement. 
ly on politics, and can’t read two words in @ 
uewspaper Without spelling ; like the man who 
exemplified his literary knowledge by declaring 
that Hippocrates died just two years before Dr. 
franklin, though he had forgotten which of them 
wrote Pope on the Essays ; like every body else 
who 1s nue what he wishes to appear....I would 
not, I say, failin my atteMpt; or as the great 
\ilton sometimes puns in a small way, I would 
not ‘tempt the attempt”....Therefore I wil! 
merely relate just what happened at 

Mr .Wesster’s CONCERT 

the other night, about eight or ten days ago, be. 
fore Cousin Sam sailed. 
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The circumstances were these. A new 
broom sweeps clean: there was a rumor of a 
new comer, a man of masterly vocal powers as 
connoisseurs informed me, and he was to exhibit 
at Concert Hall in the evening, and all the * top 
of the town” were to go and hear him. I pur- 
suaded Uncle Isaac, though exceedingly lame, 
to go with me. My uncle insisted that if possi- 
ble Sam should be made to go. 


I searched for cousin Sam.and found him ina 
the kitchen corner, the stocking of his left leg 
pulled off and suspended overa pot of I knew 
not what. 


Joe. What now? What are you doing? 


Sam. Doing as the doctor ordered. He 
told me, any time within afew days of a full 
moon, to take the stocking from the left leg, hold 
it twenty minutes in a vapor bath being the steam 
of bean porridge, but be sure of speckled beans ; 
then to put the stocking on the leg, eat a crust of 
toasted bread at bed time, and I should certainly 
be well in the morning. 

Joe. Oh Sam it is all fudge, somebody has 
been quizzing you. Come you must go with me 
to the Concert to night. 

Sam. If I do the prescription won’t fake 
effect. 

Joe. Puton your other coat, go to the 
barber’s and have your hair cut. 

Sam. I will never again go to the barber’s, I 


will sooner shave myself with an axe and cut my 
F2 
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hair with a carving knife....The last time 1 was 
there I was grossly abused: the barber put some 
of my own printed poetry on my shoulder to 
wipe his razor upon....Should I suffer a barber 
to dampen the fire of my poetry, to be sharp up- 
on it ; to dather my production in this manner ? 


Joe. Barbers are not judges of literature more 
;han other people, perhaps not so much. Come, 
come. 


Sam. Are the words printed? for I hate 
a song where I find nothing but sound. 


Cousin Sam at length concluded to accompa- 
ny us. My Uncle took his crutches and we all 
arrived together, and took our seats at the back 
part of the hall by ourselves. 


Scarcely seated were we when Sam began his 
abuse. See that young gentleman, said he, that 
tottering smirking thing with a cane under his 
arm and one corner of a white pocket handker- 
chief sticking out of his pocket....he walks, 
scarcely touching his heels, up to the ladies... _. 
pulls out his handkerchief, puts it in again... 
adjusts the corner.... waits one minute ; takes it 
out again.... Why, it isa fop, a thing not worth 
talking about..... Ask him whether the Creator 
or Moses made the world, he will tell you Moses 
and not the Creator. ...There are female fops too 
in the world, but I can’t discern any here, espe. 
cially at this distance. ...Itis eight o’clock, and 
after, and we have no squealing nor fiddling... . 
Oh they are not all in: the great ones come last - 
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so they do at the theatre: so they do at the coun- 
try churches; the dashers, the rich, the powder- 
ed heads—More ladies....'‘They have been at 
their mirrors these two hours....1 remember 
Katherine wrote a good 


PARODY, 
On a Young Lady at her glass, with a book of 
London prints of new fashions. 


It must be so, th’ engraver reasons well ; 
Else whence this pleasing hope, this fond desire, 
This longing for some new and graceful dress ? 
Or why this secret dread, this inward horror, 
Of being ungenteel ? Why sinks the soul 
Back on itself, startling at awkwardness ? 
°Tis the ambitious mind that stirs within me ; 
Tis pleasure’s self that points out some new triumph ; 
And intimates the glory of this night. 
Fashion, thou pleasing yet most anxious thought ; 
Thro’ what variety of untried dresses, 
Thro’ what new scenes and changes must I pass. 
The boundless field of fancy lies before me, 
But éare, distress and doubt, still rest upon it. 
Here will I fix, if there is taste in man ; 
And that there is this town proclaims aloud 
Thro’ all her streets ; he must delight in splendor ; 
And that which he delights in, Z must study. 
But when or where ?—Delia’s now all the toast : 
I sicken at the thought—but this shall end it. 

[ Then she turns down a leaf 
Nor rashly doI venture ; satins, crapes, 
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Picquet and laces, meet my eye at once. 

This dress will gratify my amplest wish ; 

While this purse tells me I shall never want. 

The form with elegance attir'd, I'll smile 

At rival beauties, and defy their power. 

This bloom may fade away, these eyes themselves 
Grow dim with age, and beauty sink in years, 
But fashion flourishes while time endures, 

Unhurt by preacher's cry, rebuke of age, 

The loss of fortune, or the wreck of fame. 


—~And yet that very girl, after she had been 
writing thus, would go to the glass and look, and 
peep and smile, and smile and peep, and look— 
but not to please Mer. 


Thus railed Sam ; but the last words as they 
fell from his mouth, were smitten with a tear—a 
tear that, falling to his bosom, met a swell of vis- 
ible and audible grief. 


There’s matter in these sighs ; these profound heaves 
You must translate ; tis fit we understand them, 


said I to him—But my Uncle only laughed, and 
declared the boy in love.—Sam laughed too, but 
with wet eyes. 


The music now began—At the end of ‘ Sally 
Roy,” there was a general buz.of people asking 
each other their opinions. I must confess my- 
self that I never before so felt the effect of music 
frem the mouth of a man.—My Uncle said it was 
equal to London—Sam would not speak—The 
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song was all about Love ; nor was he the only 
one of the audience who was affected by the 
words—for it is a very natural inference to draw, 
that among so many of the fair sex, and of the 
other sex, some tender. twitches might have been 
most agreeably suffered by the young; and the 
delectable remembrance of them experienced by 
the old. 

[ Before I forget it: why do we say the fair 
sex? Is itin contradistinction to the unfair sex? 
...-It would be betterto say, the bare-armed 
sex, and the arm-covered sex. | 

‘¢ The WiNow” was all about love too, and 
we could not make Sam speak ; but ** The Glass- 
es Sparkle” started him from mute devotion to 
sorrow. When he came to 


The day is gone, the night's our own, 
Then let us feast the soul : 

If any pain or care remain, 
We'll drown him (it) in the bowl : 


Sam laughed, and observed that no detriment 
would arise to the world, if every musician was 
a grammarian. 
When instead of 
‘¢ That time flies fast the poet sings ;” 

he sounded fly fas, my uncle shook his head, and 
declared that murder of the English language, e- 
ven in the best of singing, was an indictable of- 
fence. 
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‘¢ The Rose” came next : 


She pluckt from its bed a fond rose, which she placed 
In her bosom ; this flower her fair image so graced, 
She Goddess of Love might be crowned. 


Between bosom and this was no pause, and 
a pause of nine seconds was made at the word 
flower. Oh, said my uncle, what an exhibition 
of nonsense: of what was in itself excellent he 
has made hodge podge. . . . ** Suét the music fo the 
words, and the worps to the music.” It is a 
screw auger tomy ear, and aninsult to my un- 
derstanding. 


Down in the valley, the sun setting clearly, 
The Nightingale carrols her sonnet so cheerly, &c. 


Such the print; but Sam, thinking he said 
‘© gobbles her sonnet,” shook like an aspin leaf 
with rege, though under the softer influence of 
love. Hearkening a second time it was plainly 
perceived to be warbles ; andhe became composed. 

‘¢ The Streamlet,” by Mr. Vining, did not 
receive the applause deserved. This irritated my 
Uncle, who struck each crutch on the floor after 
all the rest had done clapping. 


We all agreed that Mr. Webster was a most 
forceful vocal performer. Even Cousin Sam, 
who rarely speaks well of any one, admired his 
voice, though he thought he had wild glares, and 
antic and affected contortions of phiz and body ; 
nor did he like his lowering his voice from the stare 
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to the bottom of a well in an instant ; nor did he 
like his pathetic emphasis of the and or, uE HE 
HOR, HE HE HOR, OR, HEHE HOR,....OF simply: 
yet we all agreed, should he be engaged in the 
theatre, we would go and hear him. 


Tell her Ill love her while the clouds drop rain, 
Or while there’s water in the pathless main, &c. 


No man ought to use a white pocket hand- 
kerchief, who cleanses his olfactory organs more 
than once a day : and the man, who takes snuff, 
ought to have a clean white handkerchief at every 
pinch. Sam had not such; but, at the recita! of 
the two last lines, he took out his plain Bandan- 
na; applied it to his eyes; felt too much, and 
left the hall. Oh what a tearing thing to the mind 
is this Love, to young people ! 

We now fully perceived that it was not the 
fall from the horse, but something very different, 
that occasioned Sam’s insanity ; (and this is the 
reason my Uncle persuaded him to try the salt 
water. ) 

My Uncle gathered up his four legs of flesh 
and wood, and we returned home, not a little 
pleased and some displeased. 








THE THEATRE, 
In this town will soon open with the Opera 
of * Loveina Véllage.”....This is the title ; 
but there exists as much and as pure love in town; 
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and perhaps m more, , impur e.....I have read this 
performance and am pleased with the simplicity 
of the language, the interest of the plot, and 
the general expressions of unadorned nature and 
truth with which it abounds. ‘There is a little 
overstraining of sentiment in one or two places 
however. Haxempli gratia. Young Meadows 
says. ** Do you come into the garden, Miss Ko- 
setta, to put my lilliesand roses owt of counte- 
nance 2? or to save me thetrouble of watering my 
flowers by reviving them? The sun seems to 
have hid himself a little to give you an opportu. 
nity of supplying his place.” 


The songs are nature in verse. The part of 
Young Meadows, particularly if well emma, 
must delight. I ‘have heard Mr. Webster sing, 
and shall expect much of his performance of 
Young Meadows. 


Some of our family, it is highly probabie, 
will be constant attendants at the Theatre, con- 
sidering it as we all do, if properly regulated, a 
school of morals and innocent amusement. 
Should the actors be negligent in their parts ; 
should they want a due understanding of the 
sense of their auther ; should they be c areless in 
performance, and listless to applause ; it is ten to 
one, that they will be occasionally lashed in the 
Thistle. All theatrical criticism, however, will 
be tempered with candor and impartial discrimi- 
nation. me 

Corrigendum. Page 58, for excruciating, read ex- 
cruciated 
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